140               PADDY O'CONNOR
But do what he would, and go where he shouldn't, And fight as he conld, and run as he wouldn't, The divil's own luck seemed doggin' the boy, And doin' its best himself to destroy. Tor never a battle the poor lad was wagin', And never a skirmish did he engage in, But he fell a victim to Fortune's whims, And suffered some pain in his body or limbs*
At Salamanca he lost an eye,
And was chipped in both his knees, At Torres Vedras a finger or two, And his teeth in the Pyrenees. Vittoria saw him minus his nose, And at Talavera, to add to his woes, And to show how fate does nothing by halves, He lost his toes and both his calves.
In fact, from end to end of Spain There was scarcely a hill or valley or plain Where a monument was not erected in honour To some fragment or other of Paddy O'Connor.
But the brave-hearted boy he cared not a jot
For the dreadful blows of his infamous lot,
And he always was ready his fun to poke
About his woes to the soldier folk*
When his nose was shot, "No matter of grief,"
He cried, " Begob! 'tis a great relief,
Now I need not borrow a handkerchief-"